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Summary: There's a mountain of letters from the capital on her desk, a hundred questions to answer for, and there's 
blood all over her bathroom floor, ugly flecks on both their hands and likely to leave terrible stains on Emilia's white 
clothes that won't ever come out - but all Emilia can care about is the simple fact that she has her knight back.(Post- 


arc 7 rambling, so watch out for spoilers.) 


*Chapter 1*: what stays, what fades 


For once, Emilia doesn’t flinch at the sight of blood all over her previously spotless bathroom floor. 


It helps, that she’s prepared for it. It also helps, a great deal more, that the blood does not belong to her knight. 
Stained across his face and dripping from his hands, perhaps, but none of the vivid red painted across him is his own. 


And that is all Emilia cares about. Maybe it shouldn't be, but it is. So Subaru should stop apologizing. Reeeally stop 
apologizing. 


“—-so sorry, I’m getting it all over your floor, Emilia-tan, please just let me go back to my own room, I'll manage—” 


“| don’t mind,” Emilia cuts him off, her hand locked just as firmly around his arm as it’s been since she dragged him up 
to her room, unyielding even as he protested. “I want to be sure you're alright." 


“But I— I’m really, really fine, Emilia-tan! | promise, seriously promise, I’m A-okay, | barely got a scratch on me, so 
there’s no need to worry!” 


Emilia bites her lip. He’s trying hard — very, very hard, almost enough that he might have fooled her, once. But even 
if she wasn’t aware of what just happened, even if she hadn’t seen the way Subaru collapsed, eyes wide in horror 
after he’d plunged a knife through the bandit’s chest in panic, she thinks she would still see through him. One would 
have to be trying very hard, to miss how pale his face is, to miss the way he trembles. 


He smiles at her, bright and brittle and forced, and Emilia feels her heart ache fiercely. 


“I’m sorry for causing you all this trouble, you don’t need to fuss over me!” he babbles, near desperate. “I’m really 
sorry, I'll clean up and — and fix everything, it’s all fine, I’m just — a mess, haha, | really need to clean up, so if you 
gimme five minutes | can be back to normal, just five minutes, and |I—” 


“Subaru, stop.” 


He flinches at her tone, paling even further, and Emilia immediately scolds herself. Gentle, she needs to be gentle. 
Snapping at him won’t help any at all, will it? That’s what Beatrice had told her, all fretful and worried when they’d 
finally arrived back in Lugunica, Subaru back to his normal self with the return of his normal size. 


And oh, as much as Emilia loves him, the Subaru he is now, she does wish he’d spare a bit more care for himself. 


“It’s oh-kay,” she tries to salvage her slip, using his familiar term. “I just wanted to...to help. You’re always helping me. 
| want to be able to return the favor.” 


She takes his hand in her own, heedless of the tacky feeling of blood staining her fingers. “Please? Is it alright, if | 
help you?” 


Subaru stares at their hands, the drying blood a rusting red where it coats his scarred skin. The tremor in his fingers 
grows more noticeable, and he blinks slowly, as if he’s trying to wake himself from a dream. His eyes are oddly blank, 
in a familiar way she recognizes. Another blink, and he finally nods. 


“I’m sorry,” he rasps, and Emilia hushes him. 


“None of that, now. Sit,” she orders, gently pushing him to sit on the edge of her bathtub. Subaru follows her touch 
bonelessly. It feels as if a gust of wind could knock him over, if it tried. Emilia’s lips tighten. 


Her fault, she thinks with a pang of guilt, as she soaks a washcloth in water from the sink. If only she’d been more 
careful — and how, how could she not have been? Stupid, stupid girl, she’s had Subaru back for scarcely a month, 


she’s sworn to protect him, and yet when danger struck once again as it so often does, who was it that protected 
them? Who was it that acted first? 


Subaru, blade flashing before Emilia could even think to summon her ice brand arts. 


Emilia feels a twisting in her stomach. Subaru’s always had excellent timing, but this time was...different. Subaru is 
quick to react, but he’s never been quick to react like that. 


And he wouldn't have had to, if you had kept your promise, now would he? her mind whispers. 


A shake of her head, and Emilia swallows back her selfish feelings. She sits down on the edge of the tub, slow 
enough not to startle him. She holds the washcloth out, hesitant. 


“Can |?” she asks. Subaru nods, and she sets her fingertips against his jawline, carefully tilting his head. Subaru’s 
eyes dart away from her as she runs the cloth across his cheek, dabbing gently until the ugly stains give way. 


“Sorry,” he finally mutters, after silence broken only by the splashing sound of Emilia ringing and rinsing the washcloth 
out. “I’m staining your stuff.” 


Emilia pauses, her hand halting at the edge of his cheek, where she’s been persuading a particular stubborn patch of 
crusted blood to leave. 


“Please, don’t be,” she says. “I told you | wanted to help you, didn’t |?” 
Subaru makes a noise that doesn’t quite sound like he agrees, but he doesn’t protest, and Emilia will take what she 
can get. The warm water cuts through the dried blood on his face, and bit by bit he looks more like her Subaru — and 


less like her Subaru covered in blood. 


The washcloth is soaked an ugly copper by the time she’s scrubbed all traces of blood from his face, and Subaru’s 
mouth twists as she sets it down. 


“Gross,” he mutters. “I'll wash that so Frederica doesn’t have to. I’m so—” 


“Shh.” Emilia glares at him before he can finish the apology. Subaru ducks his head, giving Emilia the perfect 
opportunity to run her hands through his hair. 


“There’s still quite a bit in your hair,” she frowns, her fingers catching on tangles matted with crusted blood. She nods 
to herself, turning the tap to her bath. “I'll wash it out for you. | hope you don’t mind smelling like me.” 


His eyes go wide, a fierce surge of pink coloring his cheeks, and Emilia’s so happy to see the vibrant signs of Subaru 
that she doesn’t mind the way he protests even a bit. 


“E-Emilia, no, you don’t have to— | can wash my own hair!” 
“| want to,” she insists. He opens his mouth to protest. She narrows her eyes. He closes his mouth, swallowing. 
“| want to,” she repeats. “So lean back, please?” 


Subaru’s cheeks puff up, but he complies, letting her lay his head across her lap, tipping him back until the water 
streams through his hair. He flinches, almost imperceptibly. 


“Not too cold, is it?” 
“S'fine,” Subaru murmurs. 


Emilia nods, then begins working her hands through his bloody hair, gently untangling the dark locks. Subaru’s eyes 
flutter closed, even as she lathers her shampoo into the mix. He won't smell quite like Subaru without his own — 
more like her, instead, but she doesn’t mind the idea. 


“There we go,” Emilia says, as a particularly nasty tangle gives way. “You'll never be able to tell it was dirty in the first 
place, once I’m done.” 


She tries to ignore the water splashing at the bottom of the tub, colored a murky reddish-brown. She quietly hopes it 
won't stain. 


Subaru hums, and he drags his eyes open to meet her own. Emilia falters, unable to look away. Or is it unwilling? A 
feeling, one of ever-growing familiarity, makes her heart skip a beat, a steady warmth bubbling up inside her stomach. 


Then Subaru’s gaze darts away, taking the warmth with it. Emilia resumes dragging her fingers through his hair, 
working the soapy suds out as the tips of her toes tap absently against the floor. 


Subaru breaks the silence with a shuddery breath. “I didn’t mean to, you know.” 


Emilia doesn’t need to ask what he’s referring to. The blood on her floor is enough to clue in even a dummy like her. 


“| Know you didn’t." 
“| just — I did a lot of fighting, in Vollachia.” 


Emilia nods, biting the inside of her cheek. She knows that, too, and she almost wishes she didn’t. Wishes he never 
ended up where he had. Wishes she’d been better, been faster, been there— 


“| had to. If | didn’t — if | wanted to — but | didn’t, | didn’t kill anyone, not like that.” 

“’m sure, Subaru.” 

His eyes squeeze shut. “Not on purpose.” 

“Mm-hm.” Emilia doesn’t have any better response than the gentle threading of her fingers through his hair. 
“| didn’t mean to. | didn’t want to, | just — that’s not me.” 

“| Know it isn’t.” 


He sucks in another shuddering breath. “But what if —maybe | did. Maybe | did want to— to kill someone, back in 
Vollachia. Maybe | really meant it. And that’s why | — that’s why now, I—” 


“Shh,” Emilia consoles, fighting back the urge to flounder helplessly as his breathing grows ragged. “It’s alright. It’s 
fine—” 


“It’s not!” 


Subaru plasters his hand over his face, the heels of his palms digging into his eyes as he hides from her. He doesn’t 
tear himself from her lap, though Emilia suspects it’s from some ridiculous notion of not wanting to splash water from 
his soaking hair all over her, more than it is the fact that Emilia wants him there so she can comfort him, even if she’s 
doing a terrible, useless job of it. 

“It’s not fine, Emilia, I’m — | killed someone, and | didn’t even hesitate.” 


Subaru looks up at her, misery written across his face. Emilia’s heart twists. She shakes her head, choosing her 
words carefully. 


“He would’ve hurt you,” she says. “He would've hurt us. You protected yourself. There’s nothing wrong with that." 


Her hand pauses, a chill crawling through her. Her mind returns to those awful moments, when the bandit had 
grabbed Subaru by the hair in the very same place her hands rest now, yanking his head back so his neck lay open, 
vulnerable to the blade he’d swung— 


She swallows thickly, her hand just barely tightening in his hair. 

“If you hadn’t killed him, | would have.” 

“No, you wouldn’t have. You're always so kind. You'd have figured out—” 

“| would have.” 

Her tone catches him off-guard, and he stares at her. Emilia swallows. “I would have,” she repeats, quietly. “For you.” 


Subaru looks even more taken aback, in the dizzied, awestruck kind of way he’s been now that Emilia’s started 
saying things like that. Her eyes dart away, cheeks reddening as she washes the last of the shampoo from his hair, 
dragging her hands through for good measure. 


“There,” she says, trying to sound steady. “All done! Now you just need a change of clothes. And, ah, maybe you 
should wash off altogether...” 


Emilia eyes his bloodstained clothes shrewdly, and Subaru, finally hitting his limit, surges up from her lap, water 
streaming into his eyes from his hair as he sputters. 


“| can do that part myself, Emilia-tan,” he says, hurriedly. “Please.” 


She sighs, but relents with a nod. “I'll leave a change of clothes for you here, then. And if you need anything else, I'll 
be right outside, in my room, alright?” 


Subaru stares blankly at her. Emilia nods at her bathtub. “No sense in traipsing back to your room, when you can 
wash up right here.” 


“No one says traipsing anymore,” Subaru mutters, his face flaming. 


Emilia huffs, standing to give him privacy. She casts one last look at him before she closes the door — she catches a 
glimpse of pale skin, littered with scars, before tearing her eyes away, her cheeks flushing hot as she shuts the door 
more forcefully than she intends. 


None of that now, she scolds herself. 


Pausing, she stands uselessly in her room, listening to the sound of running water from behind the closed door. Half 
of her wishes she’d pushed to remain with Subaru. The other half shies away at the idea, embarrassment flooding 
her. She gives herself a shake, taking a seat at her desk as she waits. Emilia is perfectly fine with waiting. 


She doesn't think she can bear to leave him anymore alone than she already has, anyways. 


Propping her elbows on her desk, Emilia stares dolefully out the window, watching the patterns of frost forming at the 
edges of the glass. The frosty chill of Lugunica’s winter season is a welcome breath of cool after the heat of Vollachia. 
Emilia tells herself that, even as an unwelcome shiver runs through her. She turns to eye the bathroom door again, 
sparing a moment of envy for Subaru and his heated bathwater. 


A sharp crinkling from beneath her elbows pulls her from her thoughts. Emilia glares down at the offending papers. 
She doesn't feel the slightest bit of guilt at wrinkling them. In fact, she wishes she’d gone ahead and torn them to 
pieces. Emilia has no love for official letters of business. Especially the nettlesome ones she keeps receiving from the 
capital. 


Emilia makes a face. There are a good number of those letters stuffed in the corner of her desk. Perhaps it’s not their 
proper place, but Emilia shouldn’t complain. After all, they're only here because she specifically asked Frederica to 
make sure these particular kinds of letters got to her first, before any other sharp eyes could catch a glimpse of them. 
So really, the letters are exactly where they're supposed to be, even if Emilia rather wishes they were in the fireplace 
instead. 


Her eyes scan the elegantly, perfect ink writing on an opened letter, and she scowls. 
It isn’t as if she was planning on replying, is it? 


Giving into temptation, she crumples it up in her fist. Of all the — the impertinence. Accusing her of harboring a 
Vollachian civil war instigator. Emilia has no idea what they’re talking about. She doesn’t know why one letter is 
daring to suggest she’s hiding away a valuable informant on the state of the Vollachian government after their recent 
civil war, or another one that seems to think she’s got the rumored heir of Vincent Abellux smuggled away 
somewhere. Or even the one that seems to think she’s been dallying with the aforementioned emperor's chief war 
councilor. Honestly! Emilia is a candidate for the Lugunican throne, not a refuge for notable individuals she may or 
may not have stolen out of Vollachia. 


It’s not stealing if the person belongs to you in the first place, is it? 


Emilia is perfectly innocent, she tells herself firmly. Any hesitance at what could pass as lying that nags at her brain is 
easily smothered as she shoves the letters into the drawer. It won’t do any good for Subaru to catch sight of them. 


The door to her bathroom creaks open, and Emilia swivels. Subaru stands in her doorway, barefoot and dressed in 
the simple black pants and shirt she’d grabbed for him. She watches as he towels his hair dry, the sight settling 
warmly into her chest. 


“All done,” Subaru announces, a bit awkwardly. “I don’t look like a serial killer anymore, ahah.” 


“No one thought you looked like a killer in the first place,” Emilia purses her lips. She draws up near him, brushing the 
damp strands of his hair that fall in his face back. She nods in approval. 


“Good. Now, bed.” 


“B-bed?” 


“Bed,” Emilia repeats, clambering on top of her blankets. She pats the spot next to her, intentions clear. Poor Subaru, 
whose face seems it will never cease its red flush, shakes his head. 


“But it’s not — it’s not even nighttime,” he says. He’s right — the sun is still bright in the sky, even if it feels like ages 
since the bandit attack this morning. 


“It doesn’t need to be,” Emilia counters. “It can be a nap, if you want. But you need some rest, | think.” 

“I’m not tired, though,” Subaru protests. 

Liar, Emilia thinks. He is tired. Even if Emilia couldn’t see the truth of it written across his face, dark circles beneath 
his eyes and the gauntness of his skin, she’d still know. Subaru is a terribly talented actor, when he wants to be, but 
Emilia isn’t as easily fooled these days. She knows him, well enough to realize when his usual cheerfulness is forced. 
And it’s been forced so often, since they've returned from Vollachia. 

“| should be getting to work, anyways,” Subaru says. “Beako will want to lecture me, probably.” 

“Hm.” The joke is on him — Emilia has already made sure to talk to Beatrice. Subaru only missed it because of how 
awfully blank and hazy his eyes were, before she’d dragged him to her room. But Subaru needn't know that. There’s 


a simpler way of coercing him, anyways. 


Emilia waits until he draws close, likely intending to ramble off some silly words of gratitude and fleeing, before she 
strikes. 


He gives an indignant yelp as Emilia’s hand shoots out, snagging his arm and pulling him into bed with her. Before he 
can even protest, she draws him up close beneath the covers with her, his back pressed to her front as she locks her 
arms firmly around his waist. 

“—Emilia.” Subaru’s voice is strangled as he half-heartedly tries to pry her hands loose. “You can’t just — for real?” 
Emilia simply gives a little hum, tangling her legs in his own as she burrows closer. 


Subaru huffs, squirming in vain. “This is cheating.” 


“Mm-hm.” Emilia only snuggles closer, sighing happily. Subaru tends to run warmer than she does. Compared to the 
chill her magic leaves her with, his skin blazes with his own personal warmth, stronger than usual through the thin 
material of the shirt he’s wearing. Emilia tightens her grip ever so slightly. Wearing such thin clothes on such a chilly 
day — such a dunderhead, she thinks, ignoring the fact that she was the one to choose them in the first place. 

If Emilia doesn’t keep him warm, he’s bound to come down with a cold. So really, she’s only looking out for him. 
Subaru struggles once more, before giving up, deflating in her hold. 

“At least let me be the big spoon,” he mutters. 


Emilia, familiar by now with his terms, makes a huffing sound. “But | like being this way, holding you,” she says, 
muffled against his back. “This way, | can keep you safe.” 


“My manly pride,” Subaru mourns. “I’m supposed to protect you.” 

Oh, but he does protect her. In so many ways, so many times. But when it comes time for her to return the favor... 
Emilia’s cheeks puff up before letting out an unsteady breath, and Subaru twitches at the tickling sensation. Ignoring 
him, Emilia brings her hand up, slipping beneath his shirt. Subaru stiffens, sucking in a breath she can feel in a gentle 
ripple of movement. Her fingers trace warm skin, lingering on defined muscle, before she finally finds the raised skin 
of a newer scar. Gently, she rests a hand over where she knows Beatrice’s healing magic stuttered out, entirely too 
close to his beating heart. 


She squeezes her eyes shut tight, just for a moment. 


People don’t come back, usually, from Vollachia. Not people in Subaru’s situation — stranded without warning, a 
foreign presence in a warring country. Emilia is all-too aware of that. She was painfully aware of that, when they'd first 


realized where he’d been taken. And she has faith in her knight, she does! 


But fear is so much easier, creeping in and catching her in a chokehold, countless visions of Subaru bloody and 
Subaru beaten and Subaru dead— 


Subaru makes a noise of discomfort, and Emilia immediately loosens her rigidly tight hold on him, apologizing. 


“Emilia-tan’s so strong,” Subaru replies, as if she’s a marvel, for hurting him. “If | can’t withstand the strength of your 
care, then what use am |?” 


What use— 

“Don't you say that,” she says hotly. “You’re much more than just useful. I'd care for you regardless of how much use 
you were, but don’t go devaluing everything you'd done. You've done so much. | know it, everyone knows it, all the 
council—” 

She cuts off abruptly, biting her tongue. She didn’t mean to bring up the council. She doesn’t want to bring up the 
council. Because while the council knows very well how much they ought to owe Subaru, they also have it in their 
heads that he needs to — to answer for Vollachia, as if he were at fault. As if it wasn’t thanks to him that war was 
avoided at all. As if— 

“The council,” Subaru murmurs. “Knew those letters had you angry for a reason.” 

Emilia curses herself. A beat of silence passes. Subaru’s voice is quiet when he speaks up. 

“| guess | have to start answering for myself eventually," he says, resigned. Emilia tightens her hold on him. 


“No,” she says firmly. “You don’t anything to answer for.” 


The muscles in Subaru’s back shift as he takes a deep breath. “I got caught up in a lot, Emilia. You were there, you 
saw—” 


“I don’t care.” 


Subaru goes quiet at her outburst, and Emilia presses her forehead against his back, inhaling his familiar scent of 
soap and cedar and something oddly metallic as she tries to calm herself. 


She won't let anyone bother him. Not about this. Hasn’t he been through enough? 


Vollachia was so cruel to him. Emilia could burn the country down. She almost froze its emperor solid, when the 
extent of what Subaru suffered during his time there began to sink in. 


Subaru has never slept easily, but it’s been so much worse since Vollachia. So many nights — he'll wake screaming, 
curling up and refusing to be touched until he’s stopped shaking so terribly. And now this. The way his eyes had gone 
blank when the bandit grabbed him, the horrible desperation he’d lashed out with, the awful moment he’d looked at 
her as if he didn’t recognize her, didn’t recognize anything but fear— 


“You’ve been through enough,” she says. “You’re back now. That’s what matters.” 

Subaru is quiet. Emilia listens to his steady breathing, feels his chest move from it against her hand. 
“Am |, though?” 

His voice is so small and quiet, she almost misses it. But she hears it, and it hurts all the same. 

“Of course you are,” she assures him. 

Subaru makes a terrible, raw sound that could almost be a laugh. 


“| murdered that man, Emilia,” he says, voice hollow. “Without a thought. Would | have — would | have done that 
before?” 


Emilia purses her lips. She bites back the intrusive thought that, perhaps, she wasn’t quite sure Subaru was strong 
enough to do something like that before. Underestimating Subaru is a foolish mistake, and Emilia is the last person 
who ought to do such a thing. She knows better. 


But that isn’t the point, is it? Subaru isn’t sad because Emilia underestimated him, though he likely would be if she 
admitted the fact, if only to make a fuss about it. No, the point here is the blood still staining Emilia’s bathroom floor 
and the blank fear that still lingers in Subaru’s eyes, the tremble in his hands she can feel even now. 


“Maybe not,” she finally answers. “But you can’t know that, can you?” 


Emilia hadn’t known she could attack someone so brutally, so callously, with such a deadly intent to kill, until 
Echidna’s trial had shown her that she already had. Does that make her any different from the person she is right 
now? The person she’s trying to be? 


She has no real answers for herself, but she knows, at least, that Subaru is a good person. Emilia knows this without 
a shadow of a doubt. Subaru is kind and forgiving, too forgiving, softer than she is and always approaching with a 
hand outstretched to help. He is a gentle person, but he’s a person — Subaru isn’t perfect. 


He isn’t one thing, either. 
People can be kind and gentle and soft-hearted and still cut others bloody on the sharp ends of their own broken 
pieces. But people can also be glued back together, if one is careful and gentle and loving. She refuses to believe 


otherwise. 


So Emilia thinks can say quite confidently — Subaru can wade through blood and battlefields and watch monsters 
dressed as people die at his own hand, and he can come back and be the Subaru that’s gentle and silly, too. 


“You don’t have to be oh-kay,” she tells him. “You can still be Subaru if you’re sad, or if you’re scared. Though, | 
would like if you were always happy. But it’s fine to be sad. And angry.” 


“But I—” Subaru cuts off, wavering. He sounds lost, like he had that first night when she'd found him in Vollachia. 


Or rather, she recalls fondly, when he’d found her, brilliant and shining at the head of his own army, brighter than the 
flag bearing his star. 


“It’s okay,” she repeats, steadier this time. “No one thinks any less of you, you know? You don’t have to pretend. 
Please, don’t pretend. You're still Subaru, however you feel.” 


She presses her forehead into the hollow of his back. 
“My Subaru,” she murmurs. 


Vollachia might have had its own opinions on strength, but Emilia likes Subaru just how he is. She won't ask him to 
change, and she certainly isn’t going to give others the chance to. Never again. 


Emilia spreads her fingers across warm skin, her hand resting fully over his heart, the steady thud beneath her palm a 
comfort. She loves his heart, gentle as it is. If she can, she'll protect it. They can be fools with their soft hearts 
together, always breaking, always building back. 


“But right now, you don’t need to worry about that. It’s quiet, can’t you hear?” Emilia continues. “Garfiel is being made 
to scrub floors with Frederica. He knocked a mop bucket over, | think. Otto is out with the ground dragons. Ram is 
with Rem in the kitchens, making tea. Beatrice is distracting Petra from her work. She’s starting to take after you, 
don’t you think?” 


Bit by bit, she feels the tension in Subaru’s shoulders begin to ebb. The simple reassurance means that much to him. 
Emilia wants to cry. 


“You're safe,” she says instead. She presses a kiss against the dip of his back, and he shivers against her. “You're 
safe. | promise, with my whole heart.” 


Emilia knows, quite well, that her words are a poor substitute for the love Subaru is able to shower her with in her 
darkest moments. So she tries as best she can to catch ahold of the gentle timbre of his voice that lives in the hollow 
of her heart, the way he has with words that never fails to pry a smile from her lips, to bring the sun out even just a bit. 


“You're right here with me,” she murmurs. “I’m holding you, because you're So very precious to me. However you feel, 
whatever you think you’ve lost, that won’t change.” 


She hears him suck in a sharp breath. He strains against her hold again, and this time Emilia lets him, her arms going 


loose as Subaru digs an elbow into the mattress, flipping himself over so he meets her eyes. 


“| adore you,” Subaru tells her. His eyes are soft and so very sweet, and it baffles her how anyone could see them as 
mean. “I love you, so much, Emilia-tan.” 


“Oh, hush.” She presses her face into his hair so he won’t see her cheeks turn pink. The smell of her own shampoo 
mixing with the scent that’s undeniably Subaru with fills her nose, and she tries not to inhale too obviously. 


“You don’t have to say it back.” 


He sounds like he’s smiling as he says it, his face pressed against her neck. She can feel the tiny warm huffs of air as 
he breathes. She knows he’s smiling as he says it. She knows what kind of smile it is, too. 


There was a time, once, when she would have accepted the escape he gives her. When she would have taken his 
kindness and held desperately to it, and let herself drown in her own helpless naiveté and tangled past instead. 


That was a different time, though. Now, so comfortable with Subaru in her bed that he might belong there, her body 
slotted against his and her hands clasping his face, to retreat to that old self would feel a rather dreadful lie to them 
both. 


“And I,” she whispers into his hair, her words quiet and kept between the two of them. “I love you.” 


A bright bubble of joy forms in her chest at the way he beams against her, at the happy hum he makes. That she can 
do that much for him, with her simple, meager little attempts to help. 


It makes her happy, that she can help. It makes her a good deal happier, that he’s in her arms where he belongs, 
instead of hiding away. Instead of lost miles and miles away, so far she could only cling to the hope that he was still 
alive, that he was alright. That she hadn't failed to save him, as he always saves her. 


Never again, she promises herself, as Subaru grows drowsy, his eyes drooping closed. Never again will she allow 
him to slip so easily from her. Not that such a thing will be an easy task, with the relentless way Beatrice holds his 
hand, and the fiercely protective way the rest of her camp watches now, but Emilia will still see to it personally. 


“I’m here,” she whispers, her hands running through his hair once more. “Just me, just Emilia. | won't leave. | won’t let 
anyone hurt you.” 


Carefully, she pulls him closer, one hand secure around his waist, the other entwined in his hair where his head rests 
just above her heart. The gentle sound of Subaru breathing, slow and relaxed in sleep, is a more comforting sound 
than Emilia could imagine, but it doesn’t lull her back to sleep. 


She presses her lips in his hair again, her eyes burning as she glares toward the window, to her desk of letters. 


So many people, always asking so much of him. She should know, as a primary offender. Always needing more of 
him. As if Subaru doesn’t demand far too much of himself already. 


No, she thinks. Subaru will answer for nothing. Emilia can make sure of that much. The letters can burn. Vollachia 
owes them that much. And if anyone tries to tell her otherwise... 


Well. Perhaps her resemblance can be a useful thing. 


Just for once. 


